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Michah 6:1-8 ; I Corinthians 1:18-31; Matthew 5:1-12

Matthew 5:12 “Rejoice and be glad, for your reward is great in heaven.”

When Jesus saw the crowds, he went up the mountain; and after he sat down, his disciples came to
him. Then he began to speak, and taught them, saying:

"Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs is the kingdom of heaven.

"Blessed are those who mourn, for they will be comforted.

"Blessed are the meek, for they will inherit the earth.

"Blessed are those who hunger and thirst for righteousness, for they will be filled.

"Blessed are the merciful, for they will receive mercy.

"Blessed are the pure in heart, for they will see God.

"Blessed are the peacemakers, for they will be called children of God.

"Blessed are those who are persecuted for righteousness' sake, for theirs is the kingdom of heaven.

"Blessed are you when people revile you and persecute you and utter all kinds of evil against you
falsely on my account.

Rejoice and be glad, for your reward is great in heaven, for in the same way they persecuted the
prophets who were before you.

It has been a rough week. Before we pray, I’d ask that you please hold:

the people of Monterey Park and Alhambra, California,

who are mourning after the mass shooting that took place during Lunar New Year festivities;

those who are afraid, broken-hearted, and crushed in spirit by racism, hate, and violence;

the people of Half Moon Bay and Tulare County, California,

who are mourning recent mass killings in their small towns;

The community of Tyre Nichols, and the city of Memphis

those who have been impacted forever because of instances of violence

and those whose pain and trauma reopens with each news report or mention,

Please note that if you are struggling to process this level of violence, that is normal, this is too much.
Please feel free to reach out to pastoral supports mentioned earlier. Or another helpful starting place
is to text 45645 for the Distress Centre of Greater Toronto.



Let the words of my mouth and the meditations of our hearts be acceptable in your sight, our Lord,
Rock and Redeemer. Amen.

 About 10 years ago, I ran into somebody who went to a very large church that I used to attend. She
didn’t recognize me, which is fine; I didn’t recognize her, (to be honest, I have a hard time recognizing
people I went to school with).

 But what hurt me was she didn’t believe that we went to the same church; she was convinced that I
was mistaken.  I was angry, angry that she, like many people in that church, didn’t see me.
Remember, I am the ultimate church sucker, I did everything I could to fit in at that church,

I made the tea the right way, I made the pies just so, I slept in a hall filled with flying-rats to chaperone
sleep-overs, I ran a bible study, I sang in the choir. And I was the only Black Adult in that entire
congregation, one of less than 4 people of colour. Even still, somehow, I was invisible to her.
Truthfully, I was invisible to most people there if I wasn’t doing something directly for them. I was mad,
but ultimately, I was ashamed that I had voluntarily put myself in a situation where I was treated as
insignificant and less than. I get that enough in the world, I don’t need that at church.

 More often than we may realize we find ourselves in positions where we unexpectedly feel belittled,
or we put others in such a position.

It sucks.

When it happens at church, it’s a double suck, because as you know, and as Otis Moss III preached,
‘nothing hurts like a church hurt’.

 Have you ever seen someone belittled? It is like watching someone actually deflate. It is
heartbreaking. One minute they are on top of the world; buoyed by a loving compliment from a
stranger; inspired by a favorite movie; proud when they see themselves represented and celebrated
as beautiful and beloved. Suddenly they are filled with the possibilities of what could be, and their
imagination is sparked to dream about the possibilities within. In these moments the person sees
themselves, as God does: beautiful, loved and full of promise.

 … and then… a critical look or sarcastic comment pricks a hole in the vision; an unwelcome presence
or violent blow sucks all the air out, and the person who was just on cloud 9, comes crashing to earth.
To the reality that in this society “everyone is equal, but some of us are more equal than others’ as
George Orwell put it.

 This inequality in society is one of the realities that we are taught to fight as a church; all people are
beloved Children of God. It is our job, as followers of Christ, to extend the radical, unconventional and
revolutionary love of Jesus to all people.  And so, how can we not be angry when people aren’t
acknowledged for the beautiful cherished promises that they are? How can we not be indignant when
we witness how well these systems of oppression continue to work? How can we not cry in outrage
when displaying the brutal murders of beloved kin for public consumption on social media seems to
be the only way to hold the perpetrators accountable?

 As followers of Christ, we cannot spread love without acknowledging this hate. We cannot do our
ministry without acknowledging our shared humanity with all people. Not truly acknowledging
someone, and all of who they are and what they are going through, is like denying a seed sunlight,
we take away one of the basic things that all people need to thrive; dignity.

Life needs dignity.

And dignity needs respect.

There is no respect in being stereotyped, judged, profiled, targeted, terrorized or killed because of
your colour.



There is no respect in being forced to assimilate.

Life needs dignity.

Racism, in all of its forms, is sinful and undignified.

 Bishop Donald Hilliard, a Baptist pastor, who received the honorary title of Bishop after growing
Second Baptist church in Perth Amboy, NJ into the Cathedral International, taught me, emphatically,
that it is our job and responsibility to make sure that when people leave the church, they know that
they are beautiful, they know that they are loved, and they leave with their head held high, full of pride
and dignity. Of course, he is right, because the world out there is teaching the opposite.  The
weaponizing of Black skin, the rise in Anti-Asian Racism and misogyny, the constant injustices
against Indigenous people, the prevalence of violence; the world out there is trying to bring people
down, to shrink many of us, and part of our job in here needs to be to lift people up, to help people
bloom and feel that sunlight, even if it is only for a couple hours.

 When Jesus, the sun, went up the mountain, a great multitude of people followed him. People who
were no doubt weighed down by something, people who were no doubt looking for something. People
whose heads were probably hung low, burdened by the weight of it all. Jesus saw them, he saw
them. And then instead of doing what the prophets usually did, which is “let me tell you everything
that you are doing wrong, and let me tell you everything you need to do to fix it” Jesus talked to them
as a loving pastor would within their beloved community:

You, you who are wrestling with the impossible decision of do I pay rent, or do I buy groceries. I love
you, and this entire ministry is with you, in fact it is yours.

You who have used up most of your emotional and physical energy to get dressed and get out of bed,
you who are weighed down by grief, I want to be there with you, this ministry wants to be with you.

You who have to play small to get by, you who live in the threat and shadows of Goliaths, I know your
potential for greatness, we all do.

You who are hungry, and thirsty, and needing more of the food, love and security that sustains us all,
stick with us please, I got you, we got you.

You who continue to give what you do not have, together we will find more than enough.

You who earnestly seek God, together we will find God’s realm.

You who are forced to mediate between the children of God, you are a blessing, thank-you.

You who are followers of John, you whose hope is mocked and laughed at, again I am here for you,
this is your ministry.

You who are ridiculed for being here and for following me, you who feel like you are always on the
margins, never quite the target audience. Hey! Welcome to your people.

Rejoice friends, Jesus preaches to the crowd, “it might not feel like it, but you are already blessed, I
promise, and together we are going to create something better, together we will be a blessing.”

 Jesus’ first lesson about the kin-dom isn’t a command, a threat, an admonition, or even an instruction,
it’s an example of what the kin-dom of heaven is like. In the kin-dom of heaven, there is dignity for all.
In the Kin-dom of heaven we acknowledge, lift up and recognize each other for who we are: blessed
and beloved children of God.

 I read in an article that Mr. Nichols loved taking pictures of sunsets. While there are many specific
things that we need to grow the kin-dom (such as an understanding of justice, a practice of
compassion, and a humble spirit) the foundation is always love and respect. Perhaps today, we can



honour and respect Mr. Nichols by appreciating the beautiful transformation of light at each sunset.
And as we go about creating a better world, perhaps we can be that light to each other. Amen.

Christ, our Brother,

not a day goes by without vile acts of terrorism,

not an hour without racism-fueled violence,

not a minute without poisonous micro-aggressions,

not even a second without a woman’s blood being violently shed.

And yet, we are called to go about our days,

laughing, celebrating, loving, and sharing,

nurturing hope, and feeding love,

being your people in the world,

with the ever-present weight of oppression.

The suffering caused by this burden is inescapable from

the escalating anti-Asian racism and racism in all forms,

the rise in gun violence and mass shootings,

the ongoing violence against women and gender-based assaults,

the injustice of poverty,

the lack of sufficient health-care resources,

the isolation, loneliness, and pain.

The weight of racism, hate, and violence daily breaks hearts and crushes spirits.

And so we pray with

the people of Monterey Park and Alhambra, California,

who are mourning after the mass shooting that took place during Lunar New Year festivities;

those who are afraid, broken-hearted, and crushed in spirit by racism, hate, and violence;

the people of Half Moon Bay and Tulare County, California,

who are mourning recent mass killings in their small towns;

those who have been impacted forever because of a mass shooting;

and those whose pain and trauma reopens with each shooting reported,

knowing that you, in your passion, acknowledge the brokenness of our world,

assured that you weep with us.

Christ, our Friend,

in a world that seeks to bind us in oppression,

we remember that you invite us to healing and rest.



You affirm in your ministry

that we are each beloved, beautiful, worthy, and whole.

You promise in your teachings to share the load.

You teach us that healing, restoration, and liberation are possible.

As we live with the ever-present reality of racism in our world,

strengthen and empower us with the knowledge that

not a day, not an hour, not a minute, not even a second goes

by where we are not enfolded by your ever-present love for us.

Amen.


